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Jimmy flung the door open, almost breaking it in the process, and staggered into his suite, clutching on a bottle 
of Jack Daniels. He just came back from a party fueled by drugs and booze, and all he wanted was to sleep. He 
stopped in front of the king-sized bed, ready to free fall onto the soft mattress. With the help of his blurry 
vision, Jimmy made out a figure lying on the bed, from beneath his disheveled curls which covered his eyes. 


He instantly recognized the figure. It wasn't just a random groupie. It was the woman he loved. 


Suddenly, his pants felt uncomfortably tight. The bottle in his hand landed on the floor with a loud smash. Who 
needs good old Jack when you've got your lady? With amazing speed compared to his drunken state, Jimmy 
stripped himself naked. His dragon suit rested in a pile at his feet. 


She was surrounded by fluffy cushions, like a pearl among rocks, as naked as the day she was born. The 
lighted lamps of the hotel room accentuated the orange glow of her skin. Her strange, magnetic aroma diffused 
throughout the room; so sensually powerful that Jimmy thought he could see and touch it. There was nothing 


quite as beautiful. Even the hottest groupie in LA wasn't worthy of her fingernails. Many women had come and 
gone in Jimmy's life, but she remained the only constant. The way she made him feel was the best feeling in 
the world. She was there in his brightest smiles, in his bitterest tears. Here she was again, ready to be taken 


away. 


With trembling knees due to intense emotion, Jimmy climbed on top of her. Resting his hands on the perfect 
curve of her waist, he scanned her body from tip to toe, his gaze lingering at certain regions. She was an 
unworldly beauty, gracing a mere mortal's life with her love, blossoming for him like a flower. Jimmy's hands 
travelled upwards and stopped at her collarbone area. He leaned his head slowly until she could feel his ragged 
breath on her neck. He pressed the softest of kisses, sending a shiver down his spine. His lips explored the 
worlds of her long neck, at the same time tapping his fingers at different points of it. She emitted quiet 
whimpers in the sweetest way possible. Jimmy continued kissing and tapping until his eyes glistened with tears 


by the sheer beauty of her voice. 


Whispering sweet nothings and proclamations of love, Jimmy pulled away to look at her again No one should be 
allowed to be this gorgeous, Jimmy thought. His cock twitched desperately for attention, which had been doing 
so since he laid eyes on her. He let his hands ghost over her neck, past her shoulder blades and rest on her 


wonderful, rounded breasts. 


As if going into a trance, Jimmy closed his eyes, smelling the thick air mixed with her mystical aphrodisiac 
aroma. He spread his own legs further apart and ground against her. Simultaneously, he kneaded and stroked 
her breasts, earning a lusty moan She was clearly demanding for it again. Jimmy exhaled a shuddering breath 
at the wonderful sensations she was delivering with her ethereal, otherworldly voice. He pleasured her again by 
repeating the same action. She sang and moaned in the same manner. His eyes misted with tears. Her voice 
was the most profound he ever heard. She could express everything with a single note or a single syllable: 
ranging from lust to sorrow to ecstasy to anger to love and whatnot. Jimmy could spend the rest of his life 


just listening to her sing and die a happy man. 


He entered her slowly, and remained in that position for a while, letting her adjust. Her voice turned up a notch 
as she thrust upwards, asking him to move. He sang along with her as he started rocking his hips, and 
caressing and kissing her smooth chest. As Jimmy gained pace, their voices got louder, and he felt the heat 
building up at the bottom of his stomach. He was getting close to his release. He thrust with more force to 
find that familiar spot in her, wanting to make her scream. With all the energy he could muster, he hit home, 
releasing his seed deep inside her. She gave out her loudest moan, still sounding more beautiful than ever. 
Together, they both rode their dual orgasms, singing in harmony. It wasn't just ordinary sex noises, it was the 


music of lovemaking. 


After recovering, Jimmy pulled out, panting heavily, basking in his afterglow. He looked down at the sated body 
of his true love. Smiling to himself, Jimmy felt glad to satisfy her. 


"Pagey, what are you doing?" 


He shot his head around to see who cried out. Robert was standing in the doorway, of course Jimmy hadn't 


shut the door. The blonde was as white as a sheet, his wide eyes were about to pop out. He looked like he just 
saw a ghost. Jimmy looked down at his own body, which was rid of all clothing and glistening with sweat. Then 


he looked at the bed. 


Strings of his own come was splattered over his Les Paul Standard. 


